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LSA LONE 











DOES THAT 
WEIZD DREAM 
COMIC, 
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DEMANDS 1 DESIGN ANEW FACE FOR HIM. 
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1 GET IN THE LINE TO SHAKE HANDS WITH THE GUEST AGTIOT. 
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Seats 
AD» 2 
BEFORE HE CAN FINISH, THERE'S A GOD-AWFUL NOISE... 


ii e°. 
NINN, Bx OSS 


=A 
t- 


AND (T'S EVERY MAN FOR HIMGELE/ 





(T'S THE MOVING FORTRESS OF ACOMIC BOOK CHARACTER ['M WRITING. 


SHOULD 
1 SIT 
IN IT? 
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AT THE SkvScRAPER'S 
PEAK 15 ANEMPTY 
cHaiRz. 
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WHAT'S WRONG 
WITH MY FINGERS 
THIS TIME? 
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TM SHOPPING FOR A BOOK OF POETRY. 


THE SLEEPING 
POUCEMAN 
F TELLS ME TO 
Bf. TRY THE 
| ‘SMITHSONIAN 
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SOME ZEAL FUNNY BUSINESS GOIN'ON OVER THERE. 
“SAY SECRET ORAWERS FLYING 
| OPEN AND SLAMMING SHUT. 
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GUT THE SALESMAN SEEMS LIVE A NICE GUY 


‘DON'T BOIL 
<<] THE FROGS! 
~-| THEN TELL 

: ME. 





THINGS GET OUT OF HAND WHEN THE GALESMAN'S 
KID STARTS HARRASSING THE CUSTOMERS. 


TURNS OUT THE OLD MAN HAD TO GO TO THE LOCAL 
GODFATHER TO SAVE THE DORK FROM ANENDETTA. 
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CHILDREN OND DOLPHINS 
PLAY IN OUR WAKE AS W 
LEAVE THE HARBOR. 
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MY OLO TEACHER'S ALONG FOR THE CRUISE. 
~ 
HE'S PREPARING 


COMIC BOOK PAGES 
FOR THE 3-0 PROCESS. 

















Ee! 
WAIT A MINUTE- - THEGE PAGES AZE MIN 


fe Fs 


| AR ez 
(nuh , 


Mii 


LILLE. 


es 


( 


: ae 
egeemmeaieramnea7aremney 
Ht yy 

‘ 











le GUY WHO WRITES Leann cal ala BEEN KICKED OUT OF HIS HOUSE. 


WITH NOTHING 
BUT A PHONE. 





Shit NO WONDER PEOPLE 
ASI) VEEP LOSING THEIR 
MUFFLERS. 

















WE'LL BE WORKING ON THE 'BIG BOOK “TOGETHER. 
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MY CHARACTER 
MAKES A SPEECH 
ABOUT SUFFERING 


a Ps 


IS APINE 
RUBBER BALL. 


CLIMBS DOWN 
STEEP HEAPS 
OF BOTTING 
DUMPSTERS TO 
PETRIEVE IT. 


meta THEE ACE 
TREMORS AS 
THE LAYERS 
| OF CEMENT 
BLOCK COLLAPSE 
BENEATH MY 
FEET. 





THE FINAL ACT (6 ABOUT THE WRITER'S STRUGGLE TO KILL HIS OWN CHARACTER. 
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ALOT OF EXCITEMENT IN THE S 
RETICAL COMMUNITY FIGHT NOW. | ° 





THEY GIWE. 
ME 4 BAGGIE FULL 
OF ‘QUANTUM, , 
PARTICULARS. 


O@INING US HOME IN MY FIRST CAR. 


I CANFEEL HIS = A 
“I VIBZATIONS = 
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COMING THZOUGH PSS 
THE CONTZOLS. S 




















THE THIZD ONE 15 AS FLAT AND GZOOVEO AS AN OLD L.P RECORD. 


BACK IN THE FIRST FREQUENCY, THE CONTZOLS FEEL DIFFEZENT. 


THE WRITER OF 
@ SANDMAN HAS 








| MY OLD AUSTIN-HEALEY CAN'T GET 
‘| TRACTION IN HE DEEP SNOW. 
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y [ano HE SUCCEEDS IN 
Ar POSITIONING HIS, oe 
i DIGECTLY ON TOP OF 

Cl THE TREASURE VAULT. 





ALITTLE GIRL IS LED IN PAST GIGANTIC 
CRUMBLING (DANGEROUS?) SNOW TO 









SHE'S ALLOWEO 

J ONE PEEK AT 

/ | THE TREASURE 
BEFORE GOING 

INTO ORBIT. 
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SEEMS KIND OF COLD FOR A SHUTTLE LAUNCH, THOUGH. 








ONE OF THE MAIN ENGINES HAS SHUT COWN! 
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Z| THIS SHIP OROPS BACK 
TO EARTH IN AN ENOLESS 
SLOW MOTION SEQUENCE. 
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22 "9"| SEARCH PARTY. 
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THE LITTLE 
GIRL HA 
SURVIVED! 


SHE LEADS ME DOWN 
INTO SARAJENO. _ 
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TS CREEPY CRAWLERS, 


















ABAXTER 
BUILDING 
THERE, Too. 
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TRY TO KVIONAP THE LITTLE 
T TO TURN INTO'THE THING: 






















VOCTOR DOOM KEEPS 
AN OFFICE AT THE 


TOP OF THE STAIRS. 
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fy MEN AND WOMEN G@iML' 
WAIT TO GO TO wae ‘3 
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y ' PING 00615 PASSED [1 
IN THROUGH THE WINDOW. [5 
‘ EBS DSI 


Se 5 


ZN MY ACCOUNTANT 
{ NY) TELLS ME I HAVE 
NX HURRY. 3 
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1 HOP RIGHT ON THE HORN TO THE DISTRIBUTORS 


ABOUT SETTING UP AN 
UNDERGROUND PIPELINE TO GET 'BRATPACK'AND'THE one 35 READERS. 
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A ROCKET POWERED WILLYS GARREL-ZOLLS ACROSS THE SKY, 


GorTTA’ 0O THE POSTER FOR THE COMIC CONVENTION WE'RE PUTTING ON. 
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THEY NEED 
TO USE THE 
BATHROOM. 




















HE WANTS TO PUT ME ON RAILS. 
“AREAL, 
FUN RIDE, 
HE LAUGHS. 


















































































































"1 @O TO THE WAITING ZOOM AND FLOP DOWN 


aes rear y 
Wow! i7'6 A UJ 


LEONE MOVIE 
Ive NEvEeR 
SEEN. 














THE CHARACTER ACTORS ARE ALL 
OUT-OF-OFFICE POLITICIANS. 


MOST PEOPLE DON'T REALIZE THAT THESE THINGS ARE COMPUTER GENERATED. 
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P.O. BOX 1371 


lam in the back room of a bar 
on an island. -| am a wanderer 
that has been working as a 
sheep herder to make ends 
meet. | am drinking a beer and 
eating a sandwich. 


| have just taken a flame thrower 
away from one of the local 
boys. He was getting out of 
hand. | check it over to make 
sure that it is safe and in work- 
ing order and then go back to 
my sandwich. 





The door opens but | don't pay 
much attention until voices are 
raised. | look into the main room 
and there is a group of mean 
looking guys and one drop 
dead beauty. She has long legs 
and a show girls body. Her hair 
is brown and sun bleached 
blonde. All she is wearing is a 
starched pink long sleeved dress 
shirt. 

All eyes are on her in the bar un- 
til the leader pulls out his gun. | 
know some how that he is her 


Sa, 


Wily DON’T You 

COME IN AND 
HEAR WHAT PAVE 
HAS To SAY? 


que “STupI0” 
WILL BE 








Do You WANT 
uS TO GO 
INTo THE 
LWING ROOM, 
oR STAY 
IN THE 
STUM0? 
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husband and that the others in 
the group are his clan brothers. 
| also know that all of them are 
crazy and that this is going to 
end in violence. 


The leader is waving around his 
sawed off shotgun by its pistol 
grip and ranting on about his fa- 
ther's mission and how he was 
betrayed as if it is the fault of 
every one in the bar. 


All of them have their guns out. 
Just then one of the clan brothers 
notices me in the back room. 
He motions to me with his gun. 
He wants me to come into the 
main room of the bar. _ ; 
| bring the flame thrower with 
me. It is down at my side. I'm 
trying to think of the best way to 
handle the situation. Maybe 
they will just take our money 
and go. 


"My father is a great man, a 
hero. He was betrayed by scum, 
you are all scum. You betrayed 
my father. You know where he is 
and I'm going to" he takes a pull 
on a_ almost empty bottle of 
Johnny Walker Red _...."make 
you sons of bitches tell me 
where he is if | have to kill every 
last one of you pieces of shit!" 


| swing the flame thrower (have 
to do this careful, don't want to 
kill any one or burn the place 
down} | pull the trigger just a lit 
tle and a 6 foot flame jumps at 
the nearest clan crazy. 


He drops his gun and backs up. 
| spin the flame around the room 
and they all back up and drop 
their guns. The leader, Bill, 
slumps down but his co-leader 
and blood brother picks up a 
pitcher of water and throws it a 
my flame thrower. 


The flame goes out,and they all 
start moving in on me. one of 
the regulars in the bar tosses me 
a box of kitchen matches and | 
relight my flame. He throws an- 
other pitcher of water and | re- 
light. 





BY KGARTRN © 1994 















In the Fall 
of 1993, 1 
had 2 dream 
thet 

arfected me 
stronaly. Te 
still lingers 
in omy Memory, 
=hence this 
SKOCY-» 








I was on a tain From “Weson to Seattle, 
on my Way to visit Friends in Canada and 
Seattle ~ and to @ttend the wedding oF 


kwo of them. The tip wok three 
days, and since 
f LT didn't have 






@ "sleeper" ticket, 
I dozed on and 
OFF In my Kat. 





1 was Fleeing eremm something hrovgh @ cofngield. The com was ripe, | _ 
ONverripe, Slowing golden in the sun. Beavriful, really. I was in some y 


Sok of war Sitvarien - not closely 
pursued, but deeinitely menaced. { 





Moved 35 FASt BS Stealth allowed. “7 


Suddenn, 
T came upon a small 


prison camp. Tt seemed to be 9 cempora 





1 took some comfort in the Fact I 
was armed... 1 had a Ruger tint- iy 


afey Staging area, comerted to hold P0.w.'s, 
Not aS secure a5 @ pYrpouse-buile camp. 


Le T Freed the prisoners, 

Lid ne longer be alone -Iu have 

Cormrades to Cover pny back. My 
chances oF survival would be 
Nastly imprnted. LT could hide 
in the corn and snipe the. 
quards.. 








| am getting desperate. | move 
to my left and circle around, re- 
lighting my flame thrower as | 
go. | pass real close to the girl in 
the dress shirt who is pressed up 
against the wall behind a table. 


She reaches out and grabs my 
arm and holds the flame thrower 
to her face. "Frank, Bill, stay 
back. He'll burn me to a crisp if 
you come any closer!" | look at 
her and she has this pleading 
look in her eyes. 


She pulls me toward the door all 
of the time making it look like 
I'm pushing her. The clan of kill- 
ers and the bar regulars get out 
of our way. We lock the door 
on them and start running down 


the beach. 


To tte 





"You are free to go your own 
way. I'm not and never was 
holding you prisoner!" 


"Please let me come with you. 
This is my only chance to get 
away from them. They're mad 
men and killers and they won't 
let me go. Please?" 


We run down the beach and 
she finds a yellow bicycle. She 
is riding it in. the water so that 
they can not follow her trail. | 
drop the flame thrower and run. 
lam going faster on foot be- 
cause of the pull of the water on 
her bicycle. 


We are heading left up the 
beach and | am looking for a 
boat because | know that they 
will be after us any minute. | find 


_ a boat that looks like a kids _ 


boat. Itis molded out of a single ® 
piece of thick green plastic. 


| grab it and head towards the 
water. She dumps her bike and 
joins me in the boat. There is just 
enough room in the round hole 
that is the well of the boat. 


"There's another boat there. It's 
a real boat and has oars. Do 
you want to get that one?" 


"No, just keep going!" 
It is dark and | turn out the light 
so that we won't be seen. We 


paddle with our arms and aim 
the boat at the main land. 


She stands up and removes her 
wet shirt. Her body is beautiful 
in the moon light playing pale 
across her breasts. She sets back 
down and in doing so presses 
her left breast into my mouth. 


| suck and suck and she wraps 
herself around me and then 
there is the familiar taste of 
mother's milk. 

"Have you just been pregnant, 
had a miscarriage or some- 
thing?" 

"No, damn it, I'm pregnant now 
with the son of that beast back 
there." 


"Does he know?" » 


"No, and he never will if | can 
help it. He's a mad man. All that 
stuff about his hero father is a 
crock. The old man was as big 
of a monster as his boys. If he's 
dead and not just dead drunk 
then good riddance!" 


| turn the boat and start to follow 
the shore of the island. "They 
will think that we made for the 
main land and that will buy us 
some time." 


"They have killed 8 people for 
no reason in the last year and a 
half. Well 3 of them they had a 
reason, me. This isn't the first 
time I've tried to escape." 


"How long ago was your last at- 
tempt?" 

"Six months, it's his monster son 
all right, no doubt about it. 

It is about 2 a.m. when we find 
the fisherman's net made out of 
palm leafs. They are upside 


“down over the water between 
two docks. We pull the boat un- 
der the nets and rest. 


"They are going to find us when 
the fishermen come for their 
nets. But if we head for the jun- 
gle the villagers will see are foot 
prints." She presses her naked 
body next to me for the warmth. 


"There is another way. This is a 
dream. All | have to do is wake 
up and take you with me. You 
will be safe in another dimen- 
sion." 


"Will that really work?" 
"| don't see why not!" 


| wrap my arms around her and 
concentrate on my bed. Every- 
thing is working fine and | am in 
two places at the same time and 
also no where in-between. | can 
visualize her in bed and she is 
starting to have gravity. She is 
pressing down the covers. A few 
more seconds and she will be 
real. 


(What in the hell am | thinking 
of. How am | going to explain a 
wet, naked, pregnant show girl 
in our bed to my wife?) 


"Change of plans. We are go- 
ing to use my world as a staging 
point. | will take you to another 
dimension from here." 


| push myself back into dream 
and drag her with me. 


We are now in a giant beaver 
lodge. "Get up out of the water. 
You will be okay here. The Bea- 
ver People are friends of mine. 
They will take care of you. You 
and the baby will be okay. It is 
not evil in and of itself because 
you are not evil. Stay here and | 
will come back to check on you 
some time." 
KKK 


Rick, I'm not so sure that this was 
all a dream- i.e. fantasy of the 
mind. | really think | could have 
materialized the girl in my bed 
and if | was a single man | 
would have too. 


Larry Loc 
Loc Studios 


city street slick with rain at night 


* David Allen 
Victorville, CA 


Rick: 


As a fellow Bob Dylan aficiona- 
do you may appreciate this 
dream: 


| am a newspaper reporter in 


Victorville, Calif. (which | truly 


am) and am interviewing Bob 
Dylan. We are sitting on two 
facing sofas in an attic. | am 


very nervous and forget to make 


small talk, just start in with ques- 
tions as soon as he sits down. 
We talk for maybe two hours. 
Weeks later | am in the office 
and call him for comment on a 
story I'm working on; | recall that 
he generally returns my calls 


and seems to remember who | 


am. I’m walking along a quiet 


dicen Must have been oped, For next I was 
in the medical tent. Te was dim in there, misty. 


me and the Freed prisoners were standing 


@tound @ bunk 90 which a Wounded man lay. 


I was ofrering, hiry @ machine Pistol we'd 
taken oFF a dead quard. We'd prop him up 


ovtside , and when che trucks with the 
soldiers came, he could at least die 


when | see Dylan squatting on - 
the sidewalk inches from a car 
door at the curb. | recognize 
that it is the 1965 Dylan and 
he's wearing shades. He is vom- 
iting. | ask him if | can help. He 
says no but | ask again. This 
time he says | can drive him to 
my apartment and that he's 
stoned. His voice is thick and 
hard to understand. | kneel to 
help him, excited that | get to 
help my hero. Then | realize, sad- 
ly, that it will do no good be- 
cause it is the 1965 Dylan and 
he will not change his wild life- 





style until his motorcycle acci- 
dent in July 1966. Best wishes. 
P.S. "Hearts of Fire" is awful but 
amid the schlock, Dylan does 
get two great lines: one about 
onions, the other about eggs. 





He was iO such bad shape, there 
he could run with vs~ 


even carry him if we wanted te- 
WSt_ Moving him would most * 
likely Kill” hiro 


He didnt Say anything. 
He just looked at me. 


Just back from AUSTIN, Texas 
and the opening leg of the SPIR- 
ITS OF INDEPENDENCE four. 
Turnout was great, with all the 
tables sold and a good solid 
crowd of independent comic 
readers coming out for the event 
and keeping the hall busy all 
day. | dug what was ABSENT 
from the show: there were no 
hordes of teen-age superhero 
nerds, there were no collector's 
going through boxes of back iss- 
sues, there were no well-healed 
yuppies throwing around big 
bucks for ridiculously priced col- 
lectors items, there were no 
noisy virtual reality booths or 
costumed idiots, or any of that 
ridicoulus shit that make most 
conventions so tedious. Almost 
everyone | saw coming through 
the door was in their early-to- 
mid twenties and seemed to be 
looking for new and interesting 
stuff to read. They dressed and 
acted kind of counterculture, as 
if all the marketing bullshit the 
world dumped on them some- 
how failed, and they intend to 
think their own thoughts. They 
were buying lots of graphic nov- 
els and black-and-white comics. 
Even mini-comics were selling! 


From our side of it, Dave Sim, 
Gerhard, Martin Wagner, Terry 
Moore, Colleen Doran, Larry 
Marder and myself chatted, 
signed and sold books, gave 
away sketches and generally 
had one of the nicest convention 
experiences we've had in many 
a’ ‘year. As you can see, Road 
Bits took on a life of it's own 
down there, too. 


SHERRY RAREBIT 

1/3 cup cream 

1 lb. American cheese, cubed 
1/3 cup sherry 

1/2 tsp. Worcestershire sauce 
1 tsp. dry mustard 


For @ moment, T di 
whece T was. J ¢t 
wrenched From a 


Fully realize. 
like Td been 
ferent world, 


F 





But oF course he wouldn'e want any 
Kind o€ death. MW Cescue oF his 
Fellow prisoners hed eFfectively 
Killed him. 


T wanted to ao bacic there, to explain 
to him ic couldn't be helped —the soldiex 
Were Coming, and we Wed to move Fast. 
He was 25 good as dead, anyway - at 
least L was offering him a chance of 
a death with dignity, a Fighter's death... 


Slown, reality reasserted itsele. I 
vealizes there was Ne dying Man it 
Was just @ dream, albeit @ Very vivid 
and disturbing one. 








In cealiey, 1 was ttavehna dnrough 2 
peavrifol landscape, oN ray way to 
celebrate 2 hapey event with qood 
Friends.. 










win omy dreams, 
T was leaving 

he wounded 
to die. 


oo 
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If you yearn to find these kinds 
of comics in a laid back give- 
and-take environment like we 
had in Austin, there is good 
news for you! The Spirits Of In- 
dependence Tour is sponsoring 
alternitive comics conventions 
all across the country this year! 
Check cut any issue of CERE- 


Combine cream and cheese in top of double boiler. Cook 
over hot water until cheese is melted and mixture is smooth. 
Add Worcestershire and mustard. 

Stir to blend. Serve in chafing dish or fondue pot with French 
bread for dipping, or spoon over toast. Makes 4 servings. 


BUS for a list of the tour dates 
and places, and scope out the 
ads in the back of your favorite 
independent comics titles, to 
find out where and when things 
are happening. 

Of course, if you plan to be in 
New England this summer, 
come on out to the MANCHES- 
TER VERMONT stop of the tour 
on July Ist, at the EQUINOX 
HOTEL in Manchester Villiage 
VT. Tables are going fast; we've 
had to get a bigger room at the 
Equinox to handle the demand 
already! The pivot for info is 
John Rovnak at COMICS 
ROUTE, the GREAT alternative 
comics store in Manchester that 
is co-sponsering the show. He'll 
be happy to answer your ques- 
tions at (802) 362-3698. 


Roarin' Rick Veitch — 


SPIRITS OF 
_ INDEPENDENCE 





ONE LITTLE ELY PAINEULLY CRAWLS ACROSS 
THE GALLERY FLOOR. 





MANN HAVE 


{'y on an airliner with HEIDE Macpowazp 
Who for Some Featon 1S & 6ELATINEUS 
MASS. WE'RE SPEAKING \N CODE... 


23, 24,52) 
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pS 
DETERMINED +O Ger BACKTO THER | f 

MUSICAL ROOTS, SINGER- SONGWRITER. 

PALL SIMON, AND FORMER BUSH 

APMINISTRATION PRESIDENTIAL PRESS 

SECRETARY, MARLIN FITZWATER, 

HIT THE. ROAD 

TOGETHER. 




















RIDING WITH 
US 15 COIN 

















Th REING: HELD. HOSTAGE IN A 
WHITE HOUSE CLASSROOM WIT 
A PRIEND WHO DOESNT REALLY 











go 


“SAAC PRIESTLEY “OS 


THE ALENS HOLDING US CAPTIVE 
WE GAVE THEM LoOLLPOPS AUD 
THES VENT AWAY ', LEAUNG ME~ 
TO PREACH ARQUT (RACIAL. 








Zoom Fob RADISSon OA 
Town) ALE AYSTIND Tx 


a,14.9S ANGHT BEFORE SpiRTS oF WOERObEYe 


THE COUNTRY H4S BESAD OVIE- 
Quy By Gavoity- oeesses Mtr 
ITansr FACISTS.. | 2m BReETED 
INTO OFFICER RAARWS WILE 
S4nm SEEMS To TRavsL THE 
cCouutey By TRI 45 SOME 
SoRT OF PROOF THAT THE 
PoOPUUMCE 4RE BEING 
TREATED WELL. MAY NEMESIS 
TS ANOTHER, OFFICER NAMEN 
THE SHARK, 4 Sacb, ScaRnees 
SarisT WHE 4CTLALLY ILS 
+ 24TS OTHER OFFICERS AG 
4 CISCIPLINGRY ME4SURE,. 
HES OUT OF CONTROL, So 
THE GENERAL 1145 SET LP A 
PUD WHEREBY | 4M TO 1a 
HA By TAKING 40) UPHOLSTERY 
OVUM 4aNO NAWIWOG MNS HEAD, J 


HEY, I Keucm 


THIS TOY SOLDIER! 





(Tim DReAM 
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OU MO! L MUST HE 
PULED iT 700 HUE! 
I SPLINTERED THE 





L'0 BETTER FIK 7 
PEOKE 7 MOTHER, 





























SAM HoLtawn’s MY OWLY ESCAPE Is Av 
BOAD BU ULDERWATER CAVE, 
xm a To THE THROWE OF 


THE RVLIVE — 


THE LowER CLASS LémeRTALS 
ARE SCARRED WITH VIOLBWCE. 
Ovk FACELESS LMM Ok TE 


WOMAY WAVTS To Kitt mB FOR 
Mm " 








ee Ane ” is Living Powys 
VLIVNE TEARPRUP WECKLACE. . 
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: % Stoop IN 
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fa YOUNG WOMAN IN OUR GROUP HAS LEFT EARLY } T pvetp ALL The STUFF onTO THE FACE 
BuT HAS LEFT BEHIND AN Enormous SUPPLY oF 
es PRODUCTS BEARING HER NAME! 


OF 
A BROKEN CLOCK ay. SCULPT IT INTO A HUMAN 
“PCE. 








SEENS_A SHAME 
TO LET THIS STUFF 
Go To WASTE. 




















GORDANA'S DREAM COMICS By Aleksandar Zograf 


On December 3rd 1990. | dreamed of reading comics; it was an intense and joyful experience, since | must have seen hundreds of pages. | 
was excited because my dreaming self felt that the matrial which | saw was really exciting, but soon | begun to think about the fact that 
| would not be able to remember the details when | woke up. The realisation almost brought me to a state of lucidity. Unfortunatly | woke 
up very suddenly, before | had a chance to concentrate on a particular comic page from a dream. 


Later that morning, when | met my girlfriend Gordana Basta, | more than surprised when she told me that she also had a dream of read- 
ing comics last night! It was the first time in her life (as far as she can remember) that she saw vividly two pages of comics in her dream. 
She was able to recollect all the fine details that she saw in each panel, and has allowed me to draw a reconsruction of those comics 
based on her very elaborate descriptions. 








(Gordana's note 
on "Out of Afri- 
ca": 

"| knew somehow 
that the native 
man and his fel- 
low Midget were 
supposed to climb 
that tree, if 
they wanted to 
reach some big 
medicine. But it 
could be done 
only if they stick 
to each other. 
Chubby wants to 
join them, but he 
don't realise that 
if sombody touch- 
es the native 
man and the 
Midget while they 
are on the tree, 
a medicine is not 
working". 


DAVE SIM 
& GERHARD 
Cerebus 


RICK VEITCH 
Rare Bit Fiends 


MARK MARTIN 
Tantalizing Stories 


STEVE BISSETTE 
Tyrant 


MICHAEL COHEN 
Strange Attractors 


DREW HAYES 
Poison Elves 


JULY 1, 1995 EQUINOX HOTEL ROUTE 7A = 
MANCHESTER VILLAGE, VERMONT Ke 
A pres areal 


MITCH WAXMAN 
Vengeance 
of the Aztecs 


N\ JANA CHRISTY 
IN Very Vicky 


Assocéal 
With 
Uy 


(0 
INFO: (602) 962- 3688 


MARK OAKLEY ““ 
Thieves and Kings 


DAVE ZAPANTA 
Hairbat 


























#1 


#4 








#2 












































Large 





Foreign orders please add 10% of total for extra shipping charges. 
Make checks payable in U.S. Funds to: 
KING HELL PRESS PO Box 1371 West Townshend, VT. 05359-1371 





BACK ISSUES! 


$3 each plus $1 postage and handling. 


#7 Name: 
Street: 


= City: 


$16.95 plus $1.50 Postage and handling. 


































X-Large 











